EVENING

" Yes, Fm afraid most of the identifications have been
a little hasty. But this time, sir, there is no doubt about
it. This time there really is no question that a certain
Major von Rangel has arrived here from the north."

" Well, he could hardly arrive from any other direction
unless you sailormen have lost command of the sea."

" To-morrow morning he is going to see the King."

"So is Colonel Buckworth," said the Minister,
grinning.

Waterlow grinned too. The visits of the British
Military Attache to the Palace were always very por-
tentous ajfFairs beforehand, at any rate within the precincts
of the Legation. " Perhaps they'll meet. What fun! "
Sir Frederic chuckled deeply.

" In three days he will leave again," Waterlow went
on. " And he will probably carry some communication
from the King as well as the Legation Bag."

" Probably," the Minister agreed drily. " Do you
know, I believe I could have guessed that myself. You're
not such an original Sherlock Holmes as I thought you
were, Waterlow."

"No, sir, but the point is that these despatches are
important enough to justify the Germans in sending a
submarine to pick up the envoy."

" Don't believe it," the Minister snapped. " And if
Williamson were here he wouldn't believe it"

Williamson was the Naval Attache*, who was at present
away on leave.

" My information is very good, sir," Waterlow insisted.
u I believe it myself," he added eagerly.

The Minister leaned back and roared with laughter.

"That's good. That's very good! The head of a
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